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The  Same  Man 


SCENE. — Sitting-room  in  the  Farrel  home.     Gladys  looking 

out  of  the  window. 

Gladys.  I  do  wish  Eihel  would  come ;  I  can  hardly  wait. 
I  am  so  anxious  to  tell  her  about  dearest.  Won't  she  be  sur- 
prised ?  I  hope  she  won't  be  jealous  ;  it  was  her  jealousy  that 
spoiled  our  trip  to  the  mountains  last  summer.  That's  the 
reason  I  chose  South  Haven  when  I  heard  that  she  was  going 
to  White  Bear.  (^Bell  rings.)  There  she  is,  dear  old  girl  ! 
(^Opens  her  locket  and  looks  at  the  picture  inside.)  Now, 
dearest,  you  must  not  be  angry  because  I  kiss  Elhel ;  remem- 
ber, she  is  my  old  college  chum  and  1  am  going  to  tell  her  all 
about  you.     (^Kisses  the  picture  and  closes  the  locket.) 

Ethel  (outside).     Are  you  there,  Gladys  ? 

(Gladys  hastens  to  open  the  door ;  the  tivo  girls  rush  into 
each  other  s  arms  and  kiss  each  other  rapturously.  Siinul- 
taneous  cries  of  ^'  You  dear,  darling  old  girl  I  Fiti  so 
glad  to  see  you. ''^     More  kisses.) 

Gladys.  Now,  dearie,  take  off  your  hat  and  sit  right  down 
in  this  rocker.  I've  got  oceans  and  oceans  to  tell  you  and  I 
want  to  see  your  sweet  face  while  I  am  talking. 

Ethel  {takifig  the  long  pins  from  her  hat).  And  I've  got 
pages  and  pages  to  tell  you,  dear,  a  real  novel.  The  cutest, 
sweetest  novel  you  ever  read  :  and  somebody  is  the  heroine. 
{Archly.)  Somebody  that  Gladys  knows  real  well  and  loves 
dearly,  too. 

Gladys  [teasing).     Not  Ethel  ? 

Ethel  {l)lushin(f).  Yes,  Ethel.  Would  you  ever  believe 
it  ?     It's  just  too  lovely  for  anything. 

Gladys.  My  news  is  something  like  a  novel,  too,  only  ever 
so  much  sweeter;  and  I  wouldn't  be  surprised  if  Ethel  knew 
my  heroine.     (Both  girls  jump  up,  catch  hold  of  hands  and 
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kiss  each  other,  crying,  "  Oli  !  is  it  t  it  just  too  sweet  for  ajiy- 
thijig?'')  Let  us  talk  about  our  trip  first  and  the  other 
people  we  met  and  save  our  precious  secrets  until  the  last. 

Ethel.  Oh!  yes,  let's  do  that;  it  will  be  so  much  more 
sensible.  Do  you  know  Harold  says  that  is  what  first  attracted 
him  to  me;  I  seemed  so  sweet  and  sensible.  He  said  he  was 
awfully  tired  of  these  frivolous  girls. 

Gladys.  That's  like  Harry  ;  he  thinks  I'm  so  sensible.  He 
says  he  never  could  fall  in  love  with  one  of  those  silly,  doll-baby 
girls  who  think  of  nothing  but  their  clothes  and  the  bo)s. 
Let's  hurry  and  talk  about  our  trip;  it  won't  take  long  and 
I'm  just  dying  to  tell  you  about  dearest.  {Hesitates  and  looks 
confused.)  His  name  is  Harry,  but  I  call  him  dearest  and — 
he  calls  me  sweetheart. 

^TREL  (catching  Ghf^nY?,''  hand).  Isn't  it  beautiful  ?  Now, 
Harold  calls  me  his  Alter  Ego  and  I  call  him  my  Alpha  and 
Omega.  You  know,  dear,  he  is  my  first  real  love  and  I  am 
sure  he  will  be  my  last. 

Gladys  {trying  to  keep  their  agreement^.  You  see,  I  went 
to  South  Haven  with  mother  and  Aunt  Jane.  There  was  no- 
body we  knew  aboard,  but  early  in  the  afternoon  a  drununer 
got  on.  He  was  a  perfect  swell,  and  awfully  good-looking. 
He  tried  his  best  to  flirt  with  me,  but  Aunt  Jane  watched  us 
like  a  hawk.  But  I  was  awfully  glad  we  didn't  flirt:  Harry 
just  hates  a  flirt. 

Ethel.  Oh  I  I  had  a  perfectly  lovely  time  going  to  White 
Bear.  I  met  a  young  doctor;  he  was  going  to  visit  relatives  in 
St.  Paul.  We  had  quite  a  nice  time  together  and  got  to  be 
real  good  friends;  in  fact,  I  really  think  the  doctor  was  a  tiny 
bit  sweet  on  me  and  I  liked  him  ever  so  much,  but  after  I  met 
Harold  I  never  gave  him  another  thought.  You  know  I  had 
been  at  the  lake  a  month  when  Harold  came. 

Gladys.  We  had  beautiful  rooms,  a  sitting-room  and  two 
betlrooms.  The  sitting-room  window  looked  down  on  the 
lawn  ;  there  was  a  big  swing  there  and  Harry  would  sit  in  that 
swing  and  read  the  whole  afternoon.  I  used  to  peep  at  him 
from  behind  the  curtains,  he  looked  so  handsome  sitting  there. 
He  always  wore  a  light  suit,  and  he  has  such  a  lovely  com- 
plexion and  the  prettiest  golden  hair  you  ever  saw. 

Ethel  {iiiterrupting).      Is  your  Harry  a  blond  ? 

Gladys  (proudly).     A  perfect  blond. 

Ethel.  My  Harold  is  a  blond  too.  Oh  !  Gladys,  isn't 
it  lovely  ?     And  Harold  has  the  inost  beautiful  forehead  and 
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the  straightest  nose  and  the  heavenhest  blue  eyes.  I  just  wish 
you  could  see  him. 

Gladys.  Harry  has  blue  eyes,  such  kind,  tender  eyes;  but 
they  always  look  a  little  sad.  When  1  first  met  him  1  was  sure 
that  he  had  been  disappointed  in  love.  After  we  were  engaged 
I  asked  him  why  he  looked  so  sad.  He  said  that  he  had  never 
known  a  real  happy  day  until  he  met  me.  Then  he  told  me 
about  his  sister  Harriet ;  she  was  his  twin  sister  and  had  been 
an  invalid  all  her  life;  she  died  last  summer.  He  said  that  it 
just  broke  his  heart,  he  felt  that  he  never  could  speak  to  a 
young  girl  again.  He  looked  so  sad  when  he  was  telling  me 
about  his  sister  that  I  just  cried  and  cried.  Then  he  com- 
forted me  so  gently  and  talked  so  sweet  about  living  a  good  life 
so  that  we  would  be  worthy  to  meet  our  loved  ones  hereafter. 
Sometimes  I  feel  so  unworthy  of  the  love  of  such  a  good  man. 

Ethel.  I  have  often  felt  that  way  about  Harold.  He — 
poor  boy  ! — is  an  orphan  ;  he  has  no  remembrance  of  his 
parents,  never  had  a  brother  or  sister;  in  fact,  has  no  living 
relatives.  He  was  always  telling  me  how  grateful  he  was  for 
my  love,  saying  that  I  could  not  imagine  what  it  meant  to  him 
to  know  that  one  true  heart  rejoiced  when  he  was  glad  and 
grieved  when  he  was  sorrowful.  Oh  !  Gladys,  isn't  it  lovely 
to  think  that  we,  just  two  ordinary  girls,  should  be  so  much  to 
two  such  noble  men?  \  do  wish  you  could  see  Harold.  I 
have  no  picture  of  him  except  a  little  stamp  picture  which  I 
have  here.      (^Pulls  out  her  watch?) 

Gladys.     Isn't  that  a  new  watch,  Ethel? 

Ethel.  Yes,  father  sent  it  to  me  for  my  birthday;  I  re- 
ceived it  the  very  day  I  first  saw  Harold.  Of  course  I  gave 
him  my  photo,  and  just  before  we  left  White  Bear  I  begged  for 
one  of  his.  He  had  these  taken  in  St.  Paul — you  know  he 
goes  to  St.  Paul  every  day  on  business — and  he  pasted  it  in 
the  back  of  my  watch  with  his  own  dear  hands.  No  one  has 
seen  it  yet,  nor  have  I  told  any  one  of  our  engagement.  I 
wanted  to  tell  my  sweet  secret  to  you  first  and  1  wanted  you  to 
be  the  first  one  to  see  my  Harold's  pictured  face. 

Gladys  {kissing  her).  You  dear  old  girl  1  I  have  only  a 
stamp  picture  of  Harry,  and  he  put  it  in  my  locket.  Do  you 
know,  Ethel,  1  always  kiss  it  good-morning  and  good-night. 
(^Opeus  the  locket  and  looks  at  the  picture.')  This  lillle  picture 
and  his  dear,  dear  letters  are  my  only  comfort  while  we  are 
separated. 

Ethel.     I  feel  the  same  about  Harold.     He  writes  me  twice 
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a  week — such  lovely  lelteis.  I  get  a  letter  every  Wednesday 
and  Saturday,  and  1  write  him  on  Thursdays  and  Sundays. 

Gladys.  I  get  a  letter  from  Harry  every  Tuesday  and 
Friday,  and  I  answer  on  Wednesday  and  Saturday.  You 
know  we  can't  exchange  letters  more  often  than  that;  it  takes 
twenty-four  hours  for  a  letter  to  come  from  St.  Paul,  and  you 
have  to  allow  for  delivery. 

Ethel  {surprised).  Why,  Harold  lives  in  St.  Paul,  too. 
I  wonder  if  they  know  each  other  ? 

Gladys.  Wouldn't  it  be  lovely  if  they  did  ?  Oh  !  wouldn't 
it  be  beautiful  if  they  were  chums,  just  as  we  are  ? 

Ethel  {clasping  hands  with  Gladys).  And  could  talk  to 
each  other  about  us  just  as  we  talk  about  them.  Let  us  write 
and  ask  them,  then  if  they  are  not  acquainted  they  can  call  on 
each  other.     I  am  sure  they  would  like  that. 

Gladys.     Of  course  they  would. 

Ethel.     Now  let  me  see  Harry's  picture. 

Gladys.     You  show  me  Harold's. 

Ethel.     Now  that  isn't  fair.     I  asked  you  first. 

Gladys.  I'll  tell  you  what.  Let  us  shut  our  eyes  and  ex- 
change pictures.  I'll  give  you  my  locket  and  you  give  me 
your  watch.  Then  we'll  count  ten  and  both  open  our  eyes  at 
the  same  time. 

Ethel.     All  right,  that's  fair  enough. 

Gladys.  Let  us  go  over  to  the  window  where  we'U  get  a 
good  light  on  the  pictures.  (  They  go  to  the  window,  close  their 
eyes  and  exchange  pictures.  They  count,  slowly  at  first,  then 
more  rapidly,  until  they  have  counted  ten.  •  Both  girls  open 
their  eyes,  look  closely  at  the  picture,  theft  with  a  si^nultaneous 
cry  of  astonishment,  * '  Gladys  I  Ethel !  ' '  both  drop  their 
hands  atid face  each  other.  Gladys  angrily.')  How  dare  you 
carry  Harry's  picture  in  your  watch  ? 

Ethel  Qnore  angrily).  And  how  dsLve you  wear  Harold's 
picture  in  your  locket? 

Gladys.  You're  a  mean,  hateful  thing  !  you  are  jealous  be- 
cause /have  a  lover.  You  stole  Harry's  picture  and  made  up 
your  story  just  to  separate  us.  Oh  !  I'm  on  to  your  tricks, 
Ethel  Browne. 

Ethel  {scornfully).  Are  you,  indeed?  No  doubt  you, 
yourself,  are  guilty  of  the  plot  of  which  you  accuse  me.  I  have 
heard  it  said  somewhere  that  it  takes  a  thief  to  suspect  an  hon- 
est man.     I  suppose  that  is  equally  true  of  a  woman. 

Gladys.     I'll  have  you  know,  Miss  Browne,  that  /don't 
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make  up  stories,  which  is  just  the  same  as  telling  lies.  My 
mother  taught  me  better  than  that. 

Ethel.  Of  ail  the  impudence  I  ever  heard,  that  is  the  worst. 
My  mother  is  just  as  much,  if  not  more  of  a  lady  than  yours, 
Gladys  Farreli,  and  she  taught  me  to  be  truthful.  I  wouldn't 
tell  a  lie  for  all  the  men  in  the  world,  no  I  wouldn't ;  not  even 
to  save  myself  from  being  hung.     So  there  ! 

Gladys  {scorjifully).  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  this 
(^picking  up  the  watch')  is  not  the  picture  of  Harry  Curtis,  the 
man  to  whom  I  am  engaged  ? 

Ethel  {taking  the  watch).  This  is  the  picture  of  Harold 
Curtis,  the  man  to  whom  /am  engaged. 

Gladys.     Curtis  !     Harold  Curtis,  of  St.  Paul  ? 

Ethel.     That  is  what  1  said. 

Gladys.  Harry  Curtis  came  to  South  Haven  the  second 
day  of  July  and  left  there  the  first  of  August.  He  had  a 
montii's  vacation:  during  that  time  he  made  love  to  me,  was 
my  constant  companion,  and  when  he  left  there  I  was  his  prom- 
ised wife. 

Ethel.  Harold  Curtis  came  to  White  Bear  the  second  of 
August;  he  spent  every  evening  in  my  company,  and  when  I 
left  there,  the  third  of  September,  I  was  his  promised  wife. 

Gladys  (with  tears  in  her  voice).  Oh,  Ethel  !  we  have 
both — been — deceived  ! 

Ethel  {iveeping).  Oh,  Gladys  !  you  don't  mean  that  Har- 
old— that  Harry — that  he — that  they 

Gladys  {also  weeping).  Yes,  I  do  mean  just  that.  It's  as 
— plain — as  the — nose — on  my — face. 

(Ethel  leans  back  in  the  armchair  ivith  her  hands  over  her 
face ;  Gladys  throws  herself  on  the  divan  with  her  face 
buried  in  the  pillows.     Both  girls  lueep  hysterically.) 

Ethel  {going  over  and  kneeling  beside  the  divan).  Forgive 
me — Gladys — for  saying — you  were — impudent. 

Gladys  {raising  her  head).  And  forgive  me — for  saying — 
that — you — made — it  up.  And  Ethel — Harry  was?i't — hand- 
some— and  his — hair — was  almost — red.      {More  tears.) 

Ethel.  And  Harold — had — a  pug  nose — and  his  eyes — 
were — green. 

Gladys  {sitting  up).  I  just  wish  I  had  them,  I  mean  him, 
here.     I  would  just  tell  him  a  thing  or  two;   I  would. 

Ethel  {wiping  her  eyes).     I  just  hate  them,  I  mean  him. 
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Gladys.  Me,  too.  What  can  we  do  to  get  even  with  them, 
I  mean  him  ? 

Ethel.  Suppose  we  exchange.  You  answer  Harold's  let- 
ter and  let  me  answer  Harry's. 

Gladys.  Oh  !  yes,  and  I'll  tell  Harold  about  my  friend, 
Eiiiel  Browne,  and  you  tell  Harry  about  your  friend,  Gladys 
Farrell. 

Ethel.  Then  he'll  think  that  ive  have  been  flirting,  too. 
Gladys,  dear,  you  are  always  clever. 

Glauvs.  But,  dearie,  ^^?/  thought  of  it  first.  I  just  added 
to  your  idea. 

Ethel.     Did  he  give  you  a  ring  ? 

Gladys  {laughing).  Yes,  but  I  don't  believe  it's  real  gold. 
{Flits  her  ha?id  up  to  her  nose.)     It  smells  kind  of  brassy 

{Both  laugh.) 

Ethel.  I  really  believe  mine  came  from  the  ten  cent  store. 
{Takes  it  off  and  throws  it  on  the  floor.  Both  girls  laugh 
heartily.  Ethel  picks  up  the  ring  and  hands  it  to  Gladys.) 
And  I  believed  him  when  he  said  it  was  a  diamond  of  the  first 
water. 

Gladys  {laughing).     Weren't  we  silly  ? 

Ethel  {still  laughing).  He  told  me  it  had  been  in  his 
family  a  hundred  years. 

Gladys.     He  told  me  the  same  thing. 

{Throws  herself  in  the  armchair ;  leans  her  head  back. 
Ethel  drops  onto  the  divan,  and  peal  after  peal  of  laugh- 
ter rings  through  the  room.) 

Ethel.     Gladys,  is  your  heart  broken? 

Gladys.  Not  a  bit  of  it.  I  am  sure  I  like  Charlie  Wclton 
best,  after  all.  I  believe  I'll  call  him  up  and  ask  him  to  come 
over  after  supper. 

Ethel.  Won't  he  rush  !  Say,  Gladys,  suppose  you  call  up 
Dick  Holland  and  tell  him  I  am  home. 

Gladys  {teasing).  It  won't  be  necessary  to  tell  him  any- 
thing else.  {Goes  to  the  telephone  and  calls.)  Delmar  2652. 
Hello  !  Is  this  Mr.  Welton  ?  Yes,  this  is  Gladys.  Oh  !  I 
got  home  last  week.  You  see  I've  been  real  busy,  and  then — 
I  thought  you  might  come  around  and  inquire  if  I  was  home. 
In  fact  I  rather  expected  you.  {Listens  for  a  moment,  laughs 
softly  and  shakes  her  hajid  at  Ethel.)     No,  I'm  not  really 
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angry,  just  a  tiny  bit  disappointed  ;  but  I'll  forgive  you,  and — 
Charlie, — if  you  will  come  out  this  evening — that  is,  of  course, 
if  you  have  no  other  engagement.  {^Listens  again. )  No,  I 
wouldn't  have  you  break  an  engagement  just  to  come  out  to  see 
me.  Not  important?  with  Dick?  Oh!  tell  him  that  Ethel  is 
home.  (^Laughs.)  That's  different,  isn't  it?  Wait  a  minute 
and  I'll  ask  her  ;  yes,  she's  here.  {Turns  laughingly  to  Ethel.) 
Will  you  be  home  this  evening?  Yes,  Ethel  will  be  home,  and 
Charlie — if  you  come  over  this  evening  I  know  a  girl  who  will 
be  r<f^?/ glad  to  see  you.  (^Listens  laughingly.)  No  jollying 
now  ; — all  right,  I'll  expect  you.     Good-bye. 

Ethel.  I  guess  the  home  boys  are  good  enough  for  us, 
even  if  they  can't  tell  such  beautiful  fairy  tales. 

Gladys.  You  know  Charlie  always  comes  early ;  suppose 
we  walk  over  to  see  you. 

Ethel.     All  right. 

Gladys.  And,  Ethel,  you  come  over  in  the  morning  and 
we'll  answer  those  letters,  then  we'll  take  all  their,  I  mean  his 
other  letters  and  the  rings  and  pictures — I  guess  we  can  scrape 
them  out — and  make  a  bonfire,  and  that  will  end  Mr.  Curtis 
of  St.  Paul. 

Ethel  {seriously).  Oh  !  Gladys,  suppose  we  hadn't  been 
chums  and  hadn't  told  each  other. 

Gladys.  We  won't  suppose  anything  of  the  kind.  {Puts 
her  arm  about  Ethel.)  We  are  chums  and  we'll  never  again 
let  an  insignificant,  red-haired,  pug-nosed,  freckle-faced  numb- 
skull come  between  us. 

Ethel  {giggling).     After  all  it  was  a  lark. 

Gladys.  But  we  didn't  know  it  at  the  time.  I  should 
rather  call  it  an  experience. 

Ethel.     An  experience  which  we  will  never  tell. 

Gladys.     Never. 
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ful collection  of  "freaks"  of  nature  (somewhat  assisted  by  art),  who  sing, 
dance,  or  recite,  according  to  their  special  abilities,  in  illustration  of  the  ex- 
planatory lecture.  Uproariously  funny,  introducing  the  following  •'  unique 
collection." 

CHARACTERS- 

SiSTEK  Kbziah.  —  The  last  of  the  "  Peak  Sisters." 

Bro.  Jonathan. — Her  assistant.     No  relation  to  "  Uncle  Sam.'" 

THE  UNIQUE  COLLECTION- 

Daniel  McGii^ty.  —  Fresh  from  the  Saltest  Brine. 

Lucia  Zarate.  —  The  Greatest  and  Tiniest  Curiosity  on  Earth. 

Kioto.  —  The  Famous  Japanese  Dwarf.     The  smallest  live  man  on  record. 

Laura  Lee,  — Not  one  of  the  Lorelei,  hut  a  Siren  of  the  Deep. 

Cassius  White.— r/te  Petrified  Boy.      Turned  to  stone  by  a  few  seconds  of 

solid  fright. 
Kallulu,  — ^  living  illustration  of  Stanley's  Remarkable  discoveries  in  Central 

Africa,  who  sometimes  illustrates  with  cuts. 
SiGNOR  GiULio  Galassi.  —  The  jolly  Glass-eater. 
Allegro  Penseroso,  —  The  Double-headed  Charmer,  with  a  mind  for  any  fate. 


^^'    '       The  Grecian  Maidens.     Two  Posers! 


lONE.  ] 


Raphael  Tintoret. —  The  Great  Blind  Painter.    Impressionist. 
Ah  Chin.      )  —  The  Celebrated  Chinese  Twins !     Closely  allied  to  the  Siamese 
WuN  Lung.  |  ditto. 

Ka-foozIjE-vm.— The  Daughter  of  the  Borba.  Just  arrived  from,  Turkey .  Speaks 
no  English.  

PRICE J5  CENTS. 


NEW    PUBLICATIONS* 


BELLE  MARSHALL  LOCKE'S 

Original  Monologues  and  Sketches* 

A  collection  of  new  and  original  examples  of  this  popular  form  of  enter- 
tainment, adapted  for  a  large  variety  of  occasiojis  and  talent.  Mrs.  Locke's 
wide  reputation  both  as  an  entertainer  and  writer  for  the  platform  and  vaude- 
ville stage  is  a  sufficient  guarantee  of  the  quality  of  this  book. 

PRICE 30  CENTS, 


CONTENTS. 

A  Man,  a  Maid  and  a  Dress-Suit  Case.    {Monologue  for  a  lady.) 

How  Miss  Ceely  took  tue  Cake.    {Monologue  for  a  lady.) 

American  Beauties.    {Monologue  for  a  lady.) 

Polly's  Surprise  Party.    {3ionolog2ie  for  a  child.) 

Uncle  Ned's  King.    {Sketch  for  tivo  lad'ies.) 

His  Best  Girl.    {Sketch  for  a  gentleman  and  a  lady.) 

Mrs.  Follansbee's  Tramp.    {Sketch  for  a  gentleman  aud  two  ladies.) 


COMIC    DIALOGUES 

FROM  DICKENS. 

A  collection  of  Easy  and  Amusing  Dialogues  compiled  and  arranged  by 
W.  E.  Fette.  Nothing  but  Dickens'  own  words  are  anywhere  employed,  and 
the  dialogues  from  each  book  may  be  combined  if  desired  to  form  a  longer  en- 
tertainment. The  collection  comprises  sixteen  selections  from  the  immortal 
"Pickwick,"  nine  from  -'Martin  Chuzzlewit,"  seven  from  "Old  Curiosity 
Shop,"  and  others  from  "  Nicholas  Nickleby,"  "  Great  Expectations,"  etc. 

PRICE 25  CENTS. 


HUMOROUS     DIALOGUES 

FROM  DICKENS. 

A  Collection  of  Simple  and  Laughable  Dialogues  arranged  and  compiled  by 
"W.  E.  Fette,  but  employing  nothing  but  Dickens'  actual  words,  comprising 
dialogues  from  "  Nicholas  Nickleby,"  "  Oliver  Twist,"  "  David  Copperfield," 
"Donibey  and  Son,"  "Pickwick  Papers,"  "Our  Mutual  Friend,"  etc.  The 
collection  is  arranged,  in  some  instances,  so  that  an  extended  series  of  scenes 
from  a  single  book  may  be  given,  or  the  component  scenes  given  as  separate 
short  dialogues.    Simple  and  effective. 

PRICE  ......  25  CENTS. 


HOLIDAY   DIALOGUES 

FROM  DICKENS. 

A  Collection  of  Dialogues  and  Entertainments  compiled  and  arranged  from 
Charles  Dickens'  famous  "  Christmas  Stories,"  by  W.  E.  Fette.  Comprising 
selections  from  "  The  Christmas  Carol,"  "The  Cricket  on  the  Hearth,"  "The 
Battle  of  Life,"  etc.,  arranged  in  a  series  of  scenes  to  be  given  either  singly  or 
together,  as  an  extended  entertainment.  As  material  for  the  stage  celebration 
of  Christmas,  Dickens'  writings  need  no  commendation.  The  spirit  of  "  peace 
on  earth  and  good  will  toward  men  "  lives  in  their  lines  and  conceptions,  and 
no  better  material  can  be  found  for  this  purpose. 

PRICE  .♦,,«,  25  CENTS. 


NEW  PLAYS* 


AT  RANDOM  RUN. 

A  Drama  in  Three  Ads* 
By    GORDAN     V,    MAY* 

AUTHOR  OF   "  BAR  HAVEN,"  ETC. 

Six  male,  four  female  cliaracters.  Modern  costumes ;  scenery,  three  interiors, 
none  at  all  difficult.  Plays  af  ull  evening.  An  ingenious,  up-to-date  melodrama, 
full  of  excitement  and  dramatic  interest.  Strong  characters,  thrilling  situ- 
ations, and  plenty  of  action.  Strongly  recommended  to  a  good  club  that  is  in 
search  of  something  that  Avill  thrill  an  audience.  Chance  for  specialties  by  two 
of  the  characters,  if  desired. 

PRICE J5  CENTS. 


CHARACTERS: 

JOHK  TwiGGERS,  wUli  both  feet  in  the  grm:e. 

Kandolph  Reeves,  a  hero  by  force  of  circumstances. 

Howard  IIeddex,  not  as  good  as  he  looks. 

Dick  Leggett,  office  boy  and  actor. 

Tom  Carr,  vdio  acts  for  Hedden. 

Mr.  Amos  Hall,  held  for  ransom. 

Alice  Hall,  in  search  of  her  father. 

DOKA  Walker,  typewriter,  and  member  of  the  team  of  Leggett  and  Walker, 

Nellie  Carr,  a  rose  among  thorns. 

Mother  Greenleaf,  a  mountain  hecate. 


SYNOPSIS. 

Act  I.  — Office  of  Twiggers  &  Company.    Two  firms  and  an  '*  infirm."    The 

discovery. 
Act  II.  —  At  Random  llun.    The  counterfeiters' den.     Spdnging  the  trap. 
Act  hi.  —  Home  of  John  Twiggers.    Christian  Science.    Closing  accounts. 


SMOKE  UP. 

A  Vaudeville  Sketch  in  One  Ad* 
By  HARRY  W.  OSBORNE, 

One  male,  one  female  characters.  Scene,  the  front  of  a  cigar  store,  easily 
faked.  Costumes  modern.  Plays  fifteen  minutes.  An  excei)tiouallv  origin;il 
and  effective  sketch  for  vaudeville  use  or  for  amateur  performance.  For  Du.tch 
comedian  and  soubrette,  with  chance  tor  specialty  for  both.  Bright,  snappy 
dialogue.    Great  chance  in  the  idea  to  work  up  special  business. 

PRICE J5  CENTS. 


NEW  ENTERTAINMENTS. 


COMEDIES  FOR  YOUNG  FOLKS. 

cA  CoUecUon  of  Plays  and  Entertainments* 
By  BARBARA  BURBANK  AND  OTHERS. 

Suitable  for  School  or  Home  Performance.  Ten  popular  dialogues  for 
young  folks,  as  follows :  — Little  Miss  Yajt  Winkle.  3  boys,  4  girls. 
Bekesfokd  Benevolein't  Society.  1  boy,  7  girls.  Nancy  Lee.  1  boy, 
1  girl.  The  Bakek's  Wooing.  2  boys,  1  girl.  Love's  Stratagem.  2  boys, 
1  girl.  The  Maids  OF  Savoy.  2  girls.  Who  Wins?  1  boy,  3  girls.  Mother 
Michel  and  Her  Cat.  2  boys,  2  girls.  The  Marriaoe'^of  Prince  Flut- 
TERBY.  3  boys,  10  girls.  The  Postman's  Knock.  2  boys,  2  girls.  An  excel- 
lent collection  of  easy  entertainments  for  children.    Pricie,  35  cents. 


ORIGINAL   ENTERTAINMENTS 
AND  BURLESQUES. 

By  GEORGE  M.  BAKER. 

Six  clever  burlesques  and  specialty  entertainments  designed  for  amateur 
theatricals  or  as  vehicles  for  lyceum  entertainers.  Bi'ight  and  amusing  in 
themselves,  and  can  be  strengthened  to  any  extent  by  the  individual  humors 
of  the  actor.  Contents:  —  Too  Late  for  the  Train.  2  m.  An  Original 
Idea.  1  m.,  1  f.  Capuletta.  3  m.,  1  f.  The  Peddler  of  Very-Nice. 
7  m.  Snow-Bound.  3  m.,  l  f.  Bon-Bons.  3  m.,  1  f.  An  attractive  collec- 
tion of  popular  extravaganzas.    Price,  30  cents. 


BAKER'S 
SCHOOL  ENTERTAINMENTS. 

By  GEORGE  M.  BAKER. 

A  series  of  entertainments  suited  for  School  Exhibitions  and  Graduating 
Exercises,  as  follows:  — The  Voyage  of  Life.  9  girls  and  chorus.  The 
Tournament  of  Idylcourt.  20  girls.  The  Sculptor's  Triumph.  1  boy, 
5  girls.  The  Rival  Poets.  2  boys.  The  Revolt  of  the  Bees.  9  girls. 
The  War  of  the  Roses.  9  girls.  Ltghtheart's  Pilgrimage.  11  girls. 
The  Seven  Ages.  8  boys,  3  girls.  Visions  of  Freedom.  18  girls.  A  well 
selected  list  of  pretty  fancies  attractively  grouping  and  presenting  young  peo- 
ple in  tableaux,  and  inculcating  a  useful  and  helpful  moral.    Price,  30  Cents. 

THE  IVY  QUEEN. 

A  Cantata  for  any  number  of  girls  in  One  Act.  By  Mary  L.  Gaddess. 
Characters,  ad  libitum  ;  scenery,  not  required ;  costumes,  easily  arranged.  A 
very  pretty  and  fanciful  entertainment,  introducing  music,  marching,  and 
tableaux  vivants.  Printed  complete  Avith  all  the  music  for  songs.  Time  of 
playing  according  to  circumstances,  but  not  over  a  half  hour.    Price,  15  cents. 

REVELS  OF  THE  QUEEN  OF  MAY 

AND  HER  FAIRIES. 

A  Cantata  in  Three  Scenes.  By  Mary  L.  Gaddess.  Forty-five  girls  and 
one  boy.  Costumes,  easily  arranged  ;  scenery,  unimportant ;  save  that  a  may- 
pole is  required.  A  very  pretty  entertainment  introducing  a  May-pole  dance 
and  soHgs.  Easy  and  effective.  Complete  with  all  the  music  of  the  songs- 
Plays  twenty  minutes  to  half  an  hour.    Price,  15  cents. 


NEW  PUBLICATIONS. 


PLATFORM  MONOLOGUES 

.  .  .  AND  .  .  . 

STAGE  ENTERTAINMENTS 

By  KATE  F.  ELLIS. 

A  collection  of  bright  and  entertaining  material  for  readers,  in  the  style  of 
May  Isabel  Fiske's  "  Monologues  "  (iJl.'iS)  and  Marjorie  Cooke's  "  Modern  Mon- 
ologues" (fl.OO),  supplemented  by  two  entertainments  by  tlie  same  author. 
The  popularity  of  the  monologue,  as  a  vehicle  for  public  rea'Iing,  has  by  no 
means  been  followed  at  an  equal  pace  by  competent  material  in  this  line,  and 
we  are  glad  to  be  able  to  offer  to  the  clamorous  demand  for  this  sort  of  thing 
so  competent  an  answer  as  Miss  Ellis'  book  supplies.  We  can  best  describe  it 
by  the  following  table  of 

CONTENTS. 

The  Christmas  Shopper For  a  Lady 

A  Sunday  Morning  Interview For  a  Lady 

A  Trolley  Ride For  a  Lady 

On  the  Servant  Girl  Question For  a  Lady 

The  Husband's  Holiday For  a  Lady 

The  Reading  Club For  a  Lady 

The  Last  Breakfast  at  the  Mountains For  a  Lady 

Fame  or  Love  — Which? For  a  Lady 

A  Call  on  the  Dressmaker For  a  Lady 

After  the  Church  Fair For  a  Lady 

The  Grampaphone  as  Heard  by  Uncle  Jed      ....    For  a  Gentleman 

A  Woman's  Intuition For  a  Lady 

Then  and  Now.  Ln  traducing  monologue  "Teaoftke  Pastand  Teaofthe  Present " 
Fit  and  Suitemall  :  Fashions. 

PRICE 30  CENTS. 


The  Automatic  Serxant  Girl 

A  Sketch  in  One  c/ld* 
By  AMELIA  SANFORD, 

author    ©F  "  the  advertising  girls,"    "a  corner  in  STBAIT-JACK3TS," 

ETC. 

Two  male,  one  female  characters.  Scene,  an  easy  interior  ;  costumes,  mod- 
ern. A  novel  idea,  full  of  side-splitting  possibilities  in  the  way  of  amplifica- 
tion, but  very  briefly  written,  playing  only  from  fifteen  to  twenty  minutes.  A 
mechanical  servant  maid,  incapable  of  insubordination  or  insolence,  never 
wanting  an  afternoon  out,  and  immune  from  the  attentions  of  the  police  or 
other  adorers,  is  alluring  in  itself,  and  is  shown  to  be  full  of  humorous  possi- 
bilities on  the  stage.    Recommended  for  a  short  and  easy  entertainment. 

PRICE J5  CENTS* 


NEW  COLONIAL  PLAYS. 


THE 

Girls  of  Seventeen  Seventy-Six 

(A  Colonial  Thama  in  Three  c/lds* 

FOR  FEMALE  CHARACTERS  ONLY. 

By  DORA  ADELE  SHOEMAKER, 

AUTHOR  OF  "A  FIGHTING  CHANCE,"   ETC. 

Fourteen  female  characters,  and  sni)eriiunieraries.  Scenes,  two  interiors 
and  two  exteriors  ;  costumes,  those  of  the  Colonial  period.  A  strong  and  stir- 
ring play,  toucliing  lightly  and  adroitly  upon  certain  minor  historical  points  in 
the  structure  of  its  plot,  but  relying  mainly  upon  purely  imaginary  but  wholly 
characteristic  and  convincing  incidents  of  love  and  minor  politics  for  the  in- 
terest of  its  story.  Barbara's  pretty  love  episode  is  ingeniously  woven  into  the 
familiar  fabric  of  the  Revolution  with  admirable  dramatic  i-esults.  Brightly 
and  cleverly  written,  full  of  convincing  historical  color,  and  appealing  strongly 
and  adroitly  to  the  spirit  of  patriotism,  it  is  strongly  recommended  to  Colonial 
Societies  aud  other  interested  bodies  as  first-class  material.  Plays  a  full  evening. 

PRICE 25  CENTS. 

CHARACTERS. 

Madam  Evelyn  Mayfields    .    Wife  of  Colonel  MayfieUls  of  ye  British  Army 

A™da!       •    • Her  Daufihters 

Barbara  Steele ^' Bitler  Siceet,"  her  Niece 

Dolly  Darrah The  Friend  of  Barbara 

"  Grandmere  "  Mayfields The  mother  of  Colonel  Mayfielda 

HoNORA  Drake A  staunch  Loyalist 

Anne  Van  Dresser The  friend  of  Amanda 

Jacqueline  Marie  Valcartier,  A  French-Canadian  girl  of  fallen 

fortune Grandraere's  attendant 

Betsey  Ross. 
Troubles  ^ 

£"LOE         ( si^^^g 

Minerva   [ 
Dassy        J 

Ovists  for  the  Setvi7ig-Bee  in  Act  I,  and  for  the  Ball  in  Act  111. 

SYNOPSIS* 

Act  I.— Philadelphia.  In  the  garden  at  Madam  Mayfields.  Afternoon  late 
in  the  month  of  May. 

Act  II.— Scene  I.    At  the  old  cabin.    Sunset  time.     July  Fourth. 

Scene  II.    The  home  of  Betsey  Ross.   A  morning  of  early  Autumn. 
Act  III.— Trenton.    The  hall  of  the  ballroom.    Christmas  night. 


Soldiers  Brave  and  Maidens  Fair 

c/1  Colonial  Comedy  in  T<wo  cAds* 
By  T.  H.  DA  VIES. 

Six  male,  two  female  characters,  and  soldiers.  Scene,  an  easy  interior  ;  cos- 
tumes of  the  period.  A  clever  and  entertaining  little  piece  depicting  a  stir- 
ring incident  of  the  Revolution  that  might  easily  have  happened  even  if,  as  is 
probably  (he  case,  it  never  did,  historv  being  notoriously  undramatic.  Very 
bright  and  perfectly  actable.  All  the  i)arts  good  and  some  of  exceptional 
opportunity.  Plays' only  an  hour  ana  a  half  or  so,  and  so  is  well  adapted  to 
form  part  of  a  longer  program.    Strongly  patriotic. 

PRICE  ,..,..  J5  CENTS. 
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